






















































































By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.— Went over to Chiswick to help lay tke foundation-ston» 
of a Passmore-Edwards Jubilee Cottage Hospital, Nursing Institute, 
and Invalid Kitchen. This gentleman is always laying these stones 
abart. Went over to see the duel. Some ladies had hinted that 
Count Robert de Montesquieu had behaved like a coward at the 
Paris bazaar conflagration, so the Count had to have a duel with 
somebody, and his choice fell upon M. Henri de Kegnier. They 
met—the Count was pinked, and honour satisfied ! 


FIERY. 


When the fatal bazaar was ablaze, 
By a destiny grim and untoward ; 
It was whispered with scorn and amaze, 
That the Count had behaved like a coward. 
With rage he was quickly on fire, 
The whisperings piled up the fuel, 
So, to prove that report was a liar, 
He went and got licked in a duel! 


Left for pleasanter scenes—to wit, the pretty children’s féte ut 

the Botanical Gardens, and afterwards to see the wonderful haic- 

dressing exhibits at the St. James’ Hall. Dressed and dined along 

with the rest of the Diplomatic Body in Paris with Sir Edmund and 

7 Monson. Dined also with the Lucknow Johnnies at the 
olborn. 


Thursday.—Down to Colwick Park for the Nottinghamshire 
Show. Then back to the Westminster Palace Hotel for a look at 
the Ex Libris Show (their sixth). From there to St. Katherine's 
Docks to see the start of, and say bon voyage to, the Windward, bound 
for Polar Seas. (I’ve just thought of a riddle. Why is fuir- 
dealing a very chilly affair? Because honesty is the best polar-sea |! 
We will now pass on to the next exhibit.) Got over to Islington in 
time to help the Duchess distribute some prizes. Then to 
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dinner, after which to the Soeridan Festival of the Irish Literary 
Society of London at St. Martin’s Towo Hall, where the Marquis 
of Dufferin made his first speech in London! 


f’'ruday.—Had a look at the Richmond Horse Show (which was a 
decidedly good one), then over to Chelsea to help the Duke (of 
Connaught) inspect the Indian and Colonial troops. Fine and 
fetching sight. Over tothe Palace after that, and heard the Handel 
Festival ltehearsal. Dined with Her Majesty's Civil Service (for 
the eleventh year) at the Hotel Cecil. Marquis of Dufferin, in the 
chair, made another speech in London. 


Saturday.—Mrs. Ormiston Chant has come home. She says she 
smoked a cigarette in Greece and found it s: othing. 
EXPERTO CREDE. 
Mrs. Chant has been away 
And smoked a cigarette, 
And feels herself compelled to say, 
They’re soothing in distress. 


A lesson to her this should bring 
To judge by tests, and let 
Hler—ere she quite condemns the thing — 
Just try a‘ B.and 8.” 


Started a tour with the Colonial Premiers—Liverpool to begiu 
with. Banquet at St. George’s Hall—speeches and ail that. Very 
jolly. 

Monday.—Got up to St. Paul’s somehow, and saw that things 
were all smooth and shipshape for the rehearsal of the Jubilee 
service. Made for Edinburgh to join the Colonial Premiers on 
tour. Lunched with them, and saw a few of the well-knowu 
sights. Then back to the Albert Hall to help H.R.H., in the grand 
l'reemasons’ demonstration. Got a look in at the opening of the 
Handel Festival at Crystal Palace, and dined with the Women 
Writers at the Criterion (took the chair, disguised as Mme. Flora 
Annie Steel). Then back to the Colonial Premiers’ ball at Edin- 
burgh. 

Tuesday.—Ascot! Suddenly discovered that I am completely 
stumped (all on account of the Jubilee). Haven't a halfpenny and 
bank account overdrawn. Must go to Ascot, though, and win. 
Will walk! 

STONEY. 
I’m off to the Ascot Heath Races, 
To bet on the filly and colt 
My funds have kicked over the traces 
And made a deliberate bolt. 
My carriage and horses regretting, 
The distance on foot I must plod,’ 
And entrance and luncheon and betting ] 
Wil! have to be done on the nod, 
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The Handel Festival last week at the Crystal Palace was the 
grandest musical success that has ever taken place there. Con- 
ductor Mann’s choir, orchestra, organist, and soloists all combined 
harmoniously and with perfect love of the work they were upon. 
Immeasureable enjoyment resulted to the audience, who will have 
to go far to find such another splendid consummation in vocal and 
instrumental talent. Monday was devoted, as usual, to the rendering 
of the ‘‘ Messiah,” which showed Mr. Santley more vigorous than ever. 
Wednesday was Selection Day, the best of the three. Miss Clara 
Butt sang the beautiful air, ‘‘ Lascia ch’'io Pianga,” with expres- 
sion, calculated to affect the most callous. Mr. Edward Lloyd was 
thrillingly distinct with “Sound an Alarm,” and his rendering of 
‘Love in Her Eyes” was satisfactory and soothing. Madame 
Albani was in splendid voice; Miss Ella Russel! was vigorously 
dramatic in her singing, ‘‘ From Mighty Kings"; Madame Nordica 
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A 
Dats P= excelled all previous interpretations of ‘“‘ Let the Bright Seraphim,” 
ve z SS and the trumpet obligato by Mr. Walter Morrow a ot from 
Ga LL = | harshness. Mr. Andrew Black sang “Honour and Arms," 
| and Mr. Barton McGuokin gave, ‘“ Waft Her, Angels.” 
The Red I : F As the monster Polypheme, no better exponent than Mr. Santley 
he led Lamp is tke danger signal ofa | gould possibly be found. His style and finish need no eulogy. ‘ O 
nohatt season at Her Majesty’s. As you | Ruddier than the Cherry,”” sung by Mr. Santley, is description 
probably know by this time, it is all about | enough. The choir, which reached its zenith in “ Israel In Egypt " 
sharper she a detectives; butits treatment is | on Friday, have never done better work, their unanimity was 
of t!.e highly superfine order. It is a blood wonderful. Congratulations to Mr. August Manns for once more 
and thunder novelette, bound in calf. As conducting this vast chorus and orchestra efficiently and success- 
Demetrius, the o!d detective, Mr. Tree is at fully. 






his very best. Then, just toshow us what he 
can do when he is put to it, Mr. Tree trans- 
forms himself from the fat and puffy De- 
metrius to the lean and hungry Gringoire 
in the The Ballad Monger. Itisa veritable tour de force. Mrs. 
Tree, Miss Dorothea Bai:d, Mr. Lewis Waller, Mr. Charles Brook- 
field, and the others all act splendidly. 

I would rather have spent an evening at the Grand, Islington, 
than at most of the West End theatres last week—for Forbis 
Robertson and his excellent company were there, playing t} at 
Pineroesque masterpiece, The Projligate. It is too late in the day 
now to say very much about this most thrilling and delightful 
play. The whole entertainment at the Grand was perfect. 

I don’t know when you will see an all-round better show than at 
the Palace Theatre just at present. For real vocalism I do not 
suppose that there has ever been gathered together under one 
music-hall roof such a collection of sweet voices. There is Julie 
Mackey, with her deep contralto, Mlle. Simone D’Arnaud, and Miers 
Ada Colley, with their charming soprano, and there is Mr. Herbert 
Linwood with his fine tenor. In addition to these there is Miss 
Lottie Collins, the lively, the delightfully graceful Tiller troupe, 


Mr. Herbert Campbell, and several others. There’s a programme 
for you. GosskAMER. 


The Strand is All Alive, Oh! This Anglo-Continental farce is 
one of the most amusing pieces it has been my lot to witness for 
some time. It is so simple and yet so rife with complication, pre- 
ducing hilarious and strong farcical situations. Mr. Chetwynd is a 
young and rising painter, subject to deep emotional expression. | 
He is painting Napoleon conversing with Josephine, and the latter | 
is alternately represented by Mrs. Crozier (Miss Ada Sentance) and 
Mrs. Bordle (Miss Phyllis Broughton). Both these charming 
ladies apparently incline favourably to Chetwynd. 

He tests their affection by making out wills wholly in favour of 
each, and discovers that they individually like his possessions 
better than himself. There isa third inamorata, Myra Wensley- 
dale, sprightly played by Miss May Palfrey, whom he deeply 
: | loves, and reciprocation being certain, he elopes with her 
to South Africa. During his absence, and in the belief that he 
is defunct, Mr. Bordle (Mr. Fred Thorne), as next-of-kin, 
prepares to sell up Chetwynd’s effects, and in the midst of the 
business the latter returns with his wife Myra. Assuming the 
disguise of the lay figure, Napoleon, Chetwynd witnesses his 
property being sold and the competition for the picture, Napoleon 
| and Josephine, between the Mrs. Crozier and Mrs. Bordle. The fun 
is, indeed, boisterous and the towt ensemble maintain the 
climax splendidly, when Chetwynd flings off the disguise. 
Some very clever fooling is contributed by Mr. Kinghorne as 
Drake, Chetwynd’s servant, and Andromeda, the cook (Miss Helen 
} Rous). Mr. James Leigh fulfils the part of Stupples,the auctioneer, | 
: with riotous bonhomie. His recommendations and remarks upon | 
the various lots are excruciatingly funny. Mr. Compton Coutts as | 
William Crebbin, a young solicitor who has forgotten all his Law, 
is a very comic impersonation. Mr. Gerald Biron as Sir George 
Burlington also merits a word of ve a Rag a ye 
received with uproarious warmth, terminating in,the demand for 2 . ; — ” 
& speech, which Mr. Arthur Bourchier pontied to in the brief She.—‘ Why do they call it a ae ine tok.” 
utteranc? of thanks. He.—*' Because the fitting out coste such @ blooming 10%. 
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———;— - | The Diamond Jubilee. 


A FEW SENTIMENTS REGARDING 
= Er 


es ; “ Mr. Suburbs.—‘ The expense is awful, 

we ee ’ Z . | but it’s only for once, and Her Majesty 
“ Z = deserves all we can do to show our 
appreciation of the best of Queens and 
best of Women. God bless her !,” 

Mrs. Suburbs.—“* Dear! dear! I hope 
there will be no accidents! Suppose 
Nie || anything were to happen to one of the 

nn ft royal family! Itis too dreadful to con- 

| 
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template! I wender if young Richly 





(| will propose to Laura?” 
{| Miss Suburbs.— Won't it be too 








awfully nice? But I hope it will not be 
too warm; I do flush so horribly in hot 
weather, and Mr. Richly will be there. 


J a’ / ite } { 
Zt , Ke Nae ; MO F- iS un ie Thank goodness! my new dress has 
y igs Pm ET mado HAM) )\)) | arrived in time. I’ll make that horrid 
| | HHT Jones girl turn green with envy!”’ 


yd Mr. Suburbs, Junior.—* No end of a 
If mit spree! Good old gal—the Queen! This 
: { 
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eT GIT means a ‘blind,O’! ” 
yee Master Tommy Suburbs. ‘‘ Don’t 





¢\ 


ml | yd Yj \iie = TA ies | ii know whether to go or not. They say 
amit “ad re I IEG | Se mht there won’t be nothing to eat in London. 
Wi 8S ie “ax ee | SL Think I’d better say I ain’t well, and 
y Z oo oe ag | | sae stop at home and have a stuff. Don’t 
Px 2 yy S i Ae | TTT know, though, expect I'd better go; sure 
fe | fa 4 Z ‘H+ it ||| to be no end of alark, and I must keep 
| | | my eye on Laura and her pet puppy!”’ 

| (i.e., Mr. Richly.) 

The Suburbs’ Cook. — “If it ain’t 
downright shameful! All the fam’ly 
will be howt, and yet I can’t ’ave 
Robert ’ere, ’cause he’ll be on special 
dooty at the Procession! ’Ang the 
Diamond Jewbilly, I says!” 
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_ ‘. How the Potters Bars saw 
eee , | the Jubilee Procession. 














er ae ' ” I 
= - | ‘ 
: B| AZ | AL | Mr. and Mrs. Potters Bar would much 
Ay / | like to see the Procession, but, alas! 
—<— “Zz / // _ window hire is so expensive. “I have 
— 2 it,’’ says the head of thefamily. ‘‘ Does 
S —— —- | _ not my friend, Wilkins Flasher, Esq., 
SS = . — ' | A | | rent first-floor offices in Cheapside? I 
| | | | will indite a letter to him. Surely he 
Hi 


—=—=_=_—_ — , gut - | 
| ea Mill HAT | UAL | cannot deny us this little favour.” 
MTT rye gan it Hi! Hidy Hedy 
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Great delight on receipt of reply. 


THE QUEEN'S DIAMOND JUBILEE PROCESSION. Wilkins Flasher only too happy, places 
When you have paid a fabulous sum for a window, and subscribed most generously es ged gees a on a — 


OW 8 3 thly-ornate solnewn lCavy ecoratl 8 $ ounding 1@ same, it is Mos 

meric highly-ornate, but somewhat heavy, decorations surrounding the same, it is most much.” His little joke thinks Potters 
3ar. ‘Let us invite the Guy Smiths 

from next dcor and the Baddington 

Browns over the way. Fancy, the whole 

office!’ says Mrs. Potters Bar. ‘ Very 

well, Jemima.”’ 


wees 
: 


IIT. 


What the Potters Bars actually did 
| see was a multitude of boots and shoes 
| of all descriptions, Wilkins Flasher 
| having lately removed to the basement. 





Bill Sikes on the “ Proces- 
sion.” 


‘“SprenpIp hidea! Wot with pretty 
well ali the folks leavin’ their ’ouses un- 
occupied, an’ nearly all the coppers bein’ 
engaged, if I don’t make a good ’aul, I 
For this sort of thing ea oe be must be a juggins! That’s why I likes 

ir this sort of thing to happen just as the procession is pasting the Queen—she considers all classes.” 
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ee. Losing His Seat. lf 
DING | Mr. T. P. O’Connor is reported to 
have refused the offer of a seat at 
awful, Westminster to view the Royal Proces- 
lajesty sion. Tay Pay is anxious and troubled 
Ww our about the state of Ireland, whose wrongs, 
ns and past and present, keep up a constant 
procession through his thoughts. Still, 
I hope it is strange to find a member of Par- 
ippose liament voluntarily electing to ‘lose 
of the his seat.” But this is the Hibernian 
0 con- method of doing things! 
Richly ee ey ee ee 
e too ‘ ° 
i The Diamond Jubilee. 
in hot Ir has come! it has come! 
there. There has long been a hum 
is has Of something unique in the air ; 
horrid The fuss that’s been made 
By the flighty and staid, 
d of a Is truly remarkably rare |! 
This ; a4 ad 
It will go! it will go! 
Don’t All the fun and the “ show,” 
ey say And then we’ll go on as before, 
ondon. With our work and our play, 
1, and In the usual way, 
Don’t And think of the matter no more ! 
; sure 
t keep 
Ty kL, - 
PPY Couldn’t Withstand That. 
; ain’t He,.—** Will you marry me, darling ? ”’ 
fam’ly She (hesitatingly).—‘** Well, George, I 
t ave like you very much, but I fear not suffi- | 
special ciently to be your wife.” | 
x the He (eagerly).—‘ But, darling, I have | 
taken a splendid window for the Pro- | 
cession, and if ncn will ia sn to be Customs Officer (after searching trunk).—*1 thought you said you had only 
— you shall have the pine best seat | wearing apparel? What are these (pointing to some bottles of brandy)?” 
Saw She.—* Then T am youre, George| | Tourist.“ Oh, they are only my night caps | "’ 
on. [= SSS Po EAT ORI ET RI ET = 
Jubilee D ° | ‘‘God save the Queen! ’’—one fierce, resistless roar 
mo ; ay Sweeps o’er the earth in loud, harmonious strain, 
alas | JUNE 22np, 1897. And so to Heav’n the thankful hymn will soar 
t — (By THE “ ENFANT TERRIBLE.”) | An Empire’s gladness in one great refrain. 
, Esq., No idle boast | 
e? I | Is this one toast, 
rely he “ The greatest Queen the world has seen, . 
ni Victoria, God bless her !” | A Cruel Separation. 
. “oe Fhe eh Sardine dag ey [The prohibition of ale-drinking at the poor people's Jubilee 
reply. Never till now a crown by monarch worn, dinner is regarded with general disfavour. | 
ie. N oe 7 i - ys —— — sem ALL arrangements that _* proscribing 
= ever till now a Throne of Love has rule Uncurbed and unseemly imbibing 
Nas . Ao — co vi — — In these Jubilee days are deserving _ praise, 
ner oy Liberty to wisdom fondly scnooied, And we give them no jeering or jibing. 
— Still marching onward as their sires before. Yet the season of mirth (in our humble belief) | 
nee No idle boast When Her Highness of Wales sees her wishes prevail 
“ Very Is this our toast, Is no time for divorcing Old England's Roast Beef 
4 “ The greatest Queen the world has seen, From Old England’s Brown Ale! 
Victoria, God bless her !” op see ee ey ee 
ee oe - Vill the lords of the feast be unab 
lly did ™~ — a 8 — Qu = (If “ fourpenny ” graces cach table) — , 
| siaaie Thi Oo ry er Set dae ah “ og ye’ Their guests to restrain from wild orgies Insane ; 
Masher ~pafaend..cirg-madeey / sage  ipcadbrcre : Now, a fig for so flimsy a fable! — 

t ane Gpneene ny OF Shes She geeason vent. | And the hour when the greatly acquainted with grief 
pment. And through the veins of Empire fiercely goes | The wan victims of Want—on life’s dainties regale, 
————— The virile blood sent from the Empire's heart, | Seems no time for estranging Old England's Roast Leof 

= ie gg = = = t - ' From Old England’s Brown Ale! 
Cces- e patriot fire to each strong, sturdy part. | 
No idle boast | Each donor who, generous rnseips 
Is this our toast, Has the Princess’s notion expanded, — 
pretty “‘ The greatest Queen the world has seen, From the great merchant down, at this projess will frown 
ses un- Victoria, God bless her.” (So we think), and be glad to oo it. ith relief) 
: in’ nial - , { ‘ll learn with relie 
doer The earth is girdled with a band of love, And we ot athe pag ell ped pale 
1 Of loyalty, of pride, unbreakabie, That the time of regaling rea 's Roast Beef 
I likes 1 . Is not destined for parting Old England's Roast bee 
ses.” Her crown is reverenced all things above, ; no = ak aadanda Goown bet 
ee Her throne is built on rock unshakeable. rom Ngiand 8 
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| The Adventures of Mr. Jeremiah 
| Winklepuff. 
| No. 15.— REGISTRATION.” 


I UNFASTENED the sack with certain misgivings. It certainly 
was the one that did contain my clothes, but it emitted an un- 


wholesome, vault-like smell, vastly unpleasant. 
I turned the 


sack upside 
down, and they 
fell to the floor 
with a wet thud. 

Alas! I could 
not wear them 
for many hours 
yet; but my 
money was there. 

I could pur- 
chase a ready- 
made suit when- 
ever I liked now. 

I determined 
to go to bed and 
leave things to 
fate, and to give 
Mrmyntrude’s 
father back his 
clothes. He 
wanted recom- 
pense, but I 
repudiated his 
claim, and bade 
him (from the 
bedroom win- 
dow) sternly to 
depart. His 
daughter, our 
domestic, laughed and jeered at him from another window. He 
calle her a minx, and says I’m a ——! 

My heart beats with unwonted pride as I awake in the morning 
and) gaze on my clothes, which have been dried and nicely brushed. 
I struggle into them, I want to wear them once more before con- 
signing them to the museum of my ancestors, with the label “ Life- 
saving suit of Jeremiah Winklepuff, Esq.” 

Amelia says, ‘‘ Rubbish! They will just fit Telemachus.”’ 

Tplemachus retorted that he wouldn’t make such a fright of 
himself under a shilling a minute. 

Telemachus offers to bring home a ready-made suit in the 
evening if I give him the money. I give him the requisite sum, 
and at night he comes in laden with a large parcel. 

The clothes are not exactly what I should have chosen, and do 
not appear to be worth the 70s. I disbursed in the morning. 

ILowever, Telemachus says they are the fashion in the City. 

The next morning was fated to be an eventful one for me. 

At breakfast time Amelia (who had been sweetness itself) said— 

“Your clothes have just come in time, Jeremiah. Ag 
Irmyntrude is leaving us at the end of the week, I want you to go 
down to the registry office and sec if you can find anything to 
suit,” 

Alas! ‘‘ How heedless of their fate the little creatures play.”’ 

Krmyntrude accompanied me to the door, and (under pretext of 
brushing my new attire) whispered dramatically 














“You BRING ANOTHER ONE HOME,” 


‘Remember yer promise. It was me and father’s clothes. You 
bring another one home and I'll make it ‘ot for you, and don’t yer 
forgit it.”’ 


[ received this reminder of my promise with considerable 
trepidation, as I had not thought fit to inform Amelia of the little 
understanding between our domestic and me. Sut it was too late 
now, and I thoughtfully wended my way towards the emporium 
of domestic servitude, thinking how glad | was that Amelia had 
elected to send me. I need not find anything to suit, and all would 
be well. 

I had to inquire my way (notwithstanding Amelia had given me 
the fullest instructions), and was directed to an office in the High 
Street, where I was ushered into the presence of a well-dressed 
gentleman of portly mien. 

He urbanely asked my business 

‘‘T want to inspect your girls, please,” I said. 

He stared at me for a moment, and then replied, laughingly 

“The girls always go off with the men that bring them. We 
don’$ keep a stock of them here to choose from. They come here 
together, you know, and I make them ‘ one.’ ” 
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“ Make them—— ”” 

“ Yes, join their hands in matrimony.” 

‘“ But I want a domestic servant,’’ I argued. 

“Tt doesn’t matter whether she’s a domestic servant or a lady. 
The law and the fee are just the same. I think, however,’’ he con- 
tinued, ‘‘ you have made a mistake. This is not a registry office 
for servants, but the registrar’s office.” 

I fled, thanking my stars for a lucky escape. I might have got 
married again without knowing it. 

The registry office was a very different place, and presided over 
by a red-headed, hooked nose lady of doubtful age. She smiled 
sardonically when she learned my errand. 

‘“ There’s about two dozen of them in there,” she said, ‘if you 
like to try your luck. They’re beauties some of them, you take my 
word, and you look a bit innocent. Better go home and send your 
wife’s mother.” 

No! I would at least be true to Ermyntrude, who might, as 
she said, ‘‘ Make it ’ot for me.” 

Taking my life in my hands, I passed the portals of the inner 
room. 

Some twenty women and girls were seated round, laughing and 
talking. They all stopped as I came in, and then one of them 
sang— 

is Here comes an old man wot wants a sweetheart.”’ 

“ He doesn’t want anything of the sort,” I retorted, indignantly. 
‘‘T want a domestic servant.”’ 

‘“ What price me ?”’ shouted a tall, brazen-looking hussy, from the 
middle of the room. A soft answer turneth away wrath. I said 
she was @ pearl without price. 

I interviewed them all, one after the other, with varying success, 
assisted occasionally by the proprietress. My proceedings seemed 
to give her a considerable amount of amusement, She was, how- 
ever, very gracious (I learned afterwards I had paid six times as 
much as I need as entrance — The girls were all shapes and 
sizes, some saucy, some demure, but none respectful ; and treated 
the whole thing asa huge joke. All wished to know my name and 
address, which, of course, I proudly gave. 


They each gave a list of their many virtues. One lady said she 
was 16 years old (ahem!) Got up at 5 every morning. Did all the 
cooking. Scrubbed the house down morning and evening. A 
teetotaler (she didn’t look it), and always kissed the master for his 
mother’s sake, nights. She would come for £40 a year. She was 
rather indignant when I said— 

* Well, if you like to change the number of pounds with the 
number of years, I’ll consider your offer ? ”’ 

I managed to give them all evasive replies so as to keep faith 
with Ermyntrude. 

Kach one, 
after I had in- 
terviewed her, 
left the room, 
till at last I was 
alone with the 
proprietress. I 
chatted a mo- 
ment or two 
with her, and 
then hurried 
home, with great 
relief, to impart 
to Amelia that 
there was 
nothing suitable 
at the registry 
office. 

When I ar- 
rived in sight 
of Melpomene 
Villa I was filled 
with  astonish- 
ment to see a 
large crowd of 
excited females 
surrounding my 
front door. A 
terrific combat 
was going on on 
the first step. 

As I approached, I recognised that most of them were the 
‘‘ persons’ I had just been interviewing. They had one and all 
been seized with the same idea—that of applying for the situa- 
tion on their own responsibility : and Ermyntrude was fighting the 
first comer. 











‘A Crowp oF ExcITeD FEMALES.” 
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AT THE PROCESSION. 


Young Mother.— Did you see the Queen well, Gerald? ’ 


Gerald,—* Oh, no. 


Which carriage was she in?”’ 


Y. M.—‘* The last one, with the cream horses. 
G.—“ Oh! I saw a lady in a bonnet like granny’s, but I didn’t see anybody with a gold crown on. ’ 
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Jubilate ! 
IO TRIUMPHE! 


THE trumpets peal, loud roll the drums; 
The sound of distant voices hums, 
And nears, and swells, ‘‘She comes! 
She comes!” 

And rounds of ringing cheers 
Go up from out the living street 
With British heartiness to greet 

The Queen of Sixty Years. 


No Roman lord of long ago 
Applause like this could ever know, 
Passing in stately pride and slow 
The populace of Rome— 
A lord of war he onward rode; 
The captive, chained, beside him strode 
And mourned his ruined home. 


But She, Great Britain’s honoured 
Queen, 
Deep ranks of captives rides between— 
No sign of mourning there is seen, 
But all is love and pride; 
Pride in the Queen, Her high estate ; 
Love for the Lady, good and great; 
Greet Her on either side. 


Captives beside Her, doubtless stride, 

Brought from Her Empire great and 
wide, 

Dragged by the chains of love and pride 

From lands across the sea. 

Across the sea, that’s Her domain, 

Chained, but with the self-wrought 
chain, 

That binds the brave and free. 


See, there the proud Canadian strides, 
And there the supple Indian glides, 
The African with them divides 

The glory of the day ; 
And there the strong Australian stands— 
Hearts yearn to hearts, hands stretch to 

hands, 
And doubts are rolled away. 


Her millions hail Victoria’s name ; 
Beside their cheers the Trump of Fame 
Seems weak and impotent and tame, 

And Glory’s wreath a gaud 
Thus, strong in all Her People's love, 
All conquerors She ranks above, 





The Queen Her people laud, 
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For long She’s reigned, long may She 
reign | 
For once may wishes not be vain— 
Her like we shall not see again, 
Nor could we hope to see— 
Our hearts to Her go out to-day, 
And for Her welfare all must pray, 
This year of Jubilee. 


The trumpets peal, loud roll the drums; 
The sound of distant voices hums, 
And nears, and swells, ‘She comes! 
She comes! ”’ 

And rounds of ringing cheers 
Go up from out the living street 
With British heartiness to greet 

The Queen of Sixty Years! 
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Cause and Effect. 


Mrs. Gossyper.—“ I can't understand 
how. it is they don’t get on together 
better than they do. He’samanin a 
thousand! Always tells her the truth 
and never attempts to deceive her.” 

Mr. Gossyper.—‘ No doubt that’s the 


reason, my dear.” 
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THE SEAT OF PLEASURE AND THE SEAT OF PAIN. 


Unsuccessful Candidate (alluding to his defeat).—'* My dear, I've lost the seat! ” 
Wife (thinking only of the question of the hour, ina low wail of agony).—‘‘ Lost— | 
lost—the seat! Then we shall not be able to see the DiAMOND JUBILEE PROCESSION | 


after all!’’ (Faints.) 





Jubilation ! 


THE auspicious day is here— 
Let us jubilate |! 

Be prepared with lusty cheer— 
Let us jubilate ! 

Let the bells from steeples clang, 

Let the guns off with a bang, 

Let all smaller things go hang— 
Let us jubilate! 


All the globe will work the while, 
As we jubilate ; 

So let frown give place to smile 
When we jubilate: 

In the wild world’s vast demesne, 

Where is such an Empire seen ? 





Queen ? 
Let us jubilate ! 


Stalwart son from Austral plains, 
Let us jubilate! 
There’s the same blood in our veins, 
Let us jubilate ! 
Kinsmen from the great North-lanj, 
India, and Afric’s strand, 
Lot us grip you by the hand— 
Let us jubilate ! 


Let the pennons bravely fly, 

As we jubilate ; 
Let the loud cheer rend the sky 

As we jubilate ; 
Clash the cymbals, sound the brasses! 
Let the great Queen’s loyal masses 
Loudly ! ail her as she passes— 

Let us jubilate! 
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WA) The Matinee Hat. 
Wii), | “T’'m going to the theatre!” 

Iki Said he, with joyous mien. 
‘*1’m going to the theatre, 


To s:e what can be seen!”’ 


‘* T’ve come home from the theatre,” 
Said he, with sullen face, 

‘‘ And I’m dashed if I ever go 
Again inside the place! ”’ 


‘“‘ Oh, was the piece so terrible ?”’ 
| We asked in accents dread. 
| He answered us with such a look! 
And shook his angry head. 


“Oh, was the tragedy so great 
You could not bear to stay?” 

| He glared at us again with rage, 

But not a word would say. 


We cried, ‘‘ Oh, tell us what you saw, 
Was’t this, or was it that ?”’ 

At last, in rage, he thundered forth, 
‘‘T saw a woman’s hat!” 


JUNE 22, 1897. 
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Where such subjects? Where such 

















Eve of the Diamond Jubilee. 


On, wherefore come they forth to this islund of the North, 
And why are countless strangers of all nations pouring in ? 

What come they here to see? Why the Diamond Jubilee | 
In the land the old Phasnician used to exploit for its tin. 





What a Babel of strange voices, how the motley crowd rejoices, 
As they jabber and they jostle in the “' Little Village” street. 

Italian, Frank, and German, mild Hindu, and dusky Burman, 
Joss Pigeon man, and lively Jap in amity do meet. 


And nasal-toned Columbian mixed with burr of old Northumbrian, 
_ And treble Celtic voices drown the accents of Cocaigne, 
Uitlanders from the over seas and from the far Antipodes, 

Loud larrikins, and hoodlums who wet it in champagne. 





And landlady and waiter, and all the tribe that cater, 
Are welcoming the stranger with intent to take him in! 
And the price of fish and chickens is rising like the dickens, 
While middlemen and corner boys are widely on the grin. 


And the poor are not neglected, for a gratis feed’s expected, 
From the Johnnie, or the Tommy, who wants to be a peer 

(Earl of Congor or Lord Bacon), but, perhaps, this bard’s mistaken, 
Washed down with floods of Pekoe or Souchong in lieu of beer. 


But naughty grandson Willie, who has been so rude and silly, 
He will not be invited in this cake-walk to compete, 

Let him play with boorish Kruger, or the bad Armenian Butcher, 
And the boys that upset Georgie’s little apple cart in Crete. 
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The Case of Mr. Perkins. 
A YOUNG single gentleman, Perkins by name, 
Wasn’t up, it is said, to the housekeeper game; 


Thoee young widow ladies, so buxom or slim, 
I may tell you at once, played the Dickens with him. 


Mrs. Bligh was his first—-she was painfully blonde, 
She was what you’d call plump or a trifle beyond. 
She was noted for absolute absence of guile, 

And when she was pleased she'd a singular smile. 


Perkins said he could stand her complexion and hair— 
Although they were really too awfully fair— 

But he said,’twas er ough an archangel to rile 

To have to put up with that cingular smile! 


It’s shocking complacency worried and teased — 

‘** How,” Perkins remarked, “ could she always be pleased ?”' 
And then he “ let out,’’ gave the table a thump, 

And declared with an oath that it gave him the hump! 


Mrs. Bligh, with her smile, was again “to be let,’’ 
For Perkins had picked up a noble brunette ; 

She had musical tastes had Maria Malone, 

A superb Roman nose, and a will of her own. 


Poor Perkins just pined ’neath her terrible sway ; 

If he lighted a pipe she would take it away— 

She dieted him till his life was a curse— 

‘“‘She’s as bad,” Perkins said, “as a hospital nurse! ”’ 


If Perkins was weak, Perkins wasn’t a fool, 

For he made Charlie Dash both his catspaw and tcol ; 
He dared Master Charles the young lady to mash ! 
Charlie dared—and Maria is now Mrs, Dash! 








A SUGGESTION FOR JUBILEE DAY. 


Would it not be a kindly act on the part of our Metropolitan Fire Brigade to bring their hose into action on June 22nd, and 
supply unlimited beer to their thirsty fellow heroes—the troops and police lining the route of procession ? 
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But Charlie’s revenged with a bitter revenge ; 

Perkins’ next was a giddy young creature from Venge. 
A widow domestic, but frisky was she, 

And she made up her mind to domesticate P! 


She cooked, and she frisked, and she chattered and sang, 
And the house with her laughter delightfully rang, 

Till Perkins, believing his troubles were past, 

Used to say, ‘ Well, I’ve captured a treasure at last!’ 


He'd captured? O, humour sardonic and grim! 
The “ treasure ’’ was just about capturing him— 
She succeeded—and Perkins, the sprightly and gay, 
Is—well, there, I should like you to see him to-day. 


Singular. 


[The names cf Dan Leno and Herbert Campboll figure as direct« 16 
on the prospectus of a recently-formed company. ] 


WE suppose that they did it hoping to increase their hoards, 
But Pt this little fact we are assured— 

Herbert Campbell and Dan Leno are both best upcn the boards, 
And ’tis singular to find them on a board! 








































More Likely to Run Away. 


Magistrate (to Prisoner).—* You're charged with being diunk and 


fighting the policeman.”’ . 
Prisoner.—* But I never fight, your worship ; 1’m a professional 


pugilist |” 
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Oficial.—* What number? 3846? 
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JUBILEE SEATS.—Time, FiVE HOURS BEFORE THE PROCESSION PASSES. 


Dame.—“ Oh, dear, where is my seat ?”’ | . 
That’s a standing seat up this chimney stack, madam! ”’ 


JuNE 22, 1897. 
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A Dog’s Proposal. 
To Mr. “ Fun.” 
Dear S1k,—It is a well-known fact that 
her Most Gracious Majesty is very fond 
of dogs; and it would be a pup-ular act 
| on the Queen’s part to order that all 
dogs on Diamond Jubilee Day should 
be unmuzzled; it would yelp us to 
‘‘ give tongue” to our loyalty, and we 
would bow (wow) our thanks for the act 
_of mercy. ‘Every dog has its day” ; 
| let Diamond Jubilee Day be that day. 
| The question is, are we to be “gay 
dogs’’ or “‘gad dogs’’ on the eventful 
occasion ? 
Trusting that, as the well-known 
* jolly dog ’’ you are, Mr. Fun, you will 
bark—I mean back—us up.—I am, 
yours faithfully, Outp Doa Tray. 





His Excuses. 

Magistrate.—‘‘ Drunk and disorderly. 
Any excuse to offer?” 

Prisoner.—“ Plenty, your worship. 
Firstly, I was in great trouble, and 
drank to drown it; secondly, a very 
little drink overcomes me; thirdly, I 
met some friends who urged me to drink 
more; fourthly, I was going home 
quietly, only the police wouldn’t let me 
alone ; fifthly, it’s the first time I have | 
ever been drunk ; sixthly, ” 

Magistrate (savagely).—‘* Forty shill- 
ings or @ month !”’ 

Prisoner (calmly).—‘ Sixthly, I shall 
not offend in a like manner again.”’ 

Magistrate (roaringly). — ‘ Goaler, 
remove the prisoner! ” 

Prisoner (as he is being removed, 
shoutingly).— Seventhly, I’m like you, 
not responsible for my actions!” 
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The Erring Poet. 
Since Mr. Rudyard Kipling addresscd 
Canada ag ‘‘Our Lady of the Snows,” 
the attitude of that colony towards him 
has been extremely frigid. Rudyard 
had better preserve a dignified silence. 
To attempt to rectify his mistake might 


make matters worse. No man can blow 
‘*hot and cold”’ with the same breath. 
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Spiritual Grace. 


Clarke (in a horrified whisper to Irish 
Parson).—*' Bedad, sor, but the young 
masther and his collidge friend have 
jist opened a bottle of whiskey in the 
vestry!” 

Parson.—“ All right, Pat, but sure 
and I can’t join them until I’ve finished 
my sermon. Tell them I'll cut it 
short.” 























BIRD'S 
CUSTARD 








Sweet Dish or Fruit. 
| NO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 


Delicious and Nutritious. 


| 
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POWDER. 


Enhances the acceptability of every | 





Gadbury’s 


cocoa 


“Refreshing and Invigorating to the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


—Famity DocTor. 


NO ALKALIES USED 
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ESTABLISHED 18%. 


Needham’s 
Polishing 
Paste. 


ra P 

The most reliable preparation for 
and Betiently pesnins Brass, Copper, Tia, Britannia Me 
Platinoid, &c. ld everywhere. 


Soils Manufacturers : 
JOSEPH PICKERING & SON8, SHEFFIELD, 


London Office : St. George's Hons, Bastcbeap, E ° 





